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A sudden embarrassment had seized their conversation,
and to put an end to silence he had asked:
"Is your husband a philosopher?''
"All Germans are to some extent. It's a part of their
sentiment—or their sentiment's a part of their philosophy."
"Does he write to you from the trenches of philbsophic
ideas—in this letter, I mean?"
For a moment she had lowered her head; then had faced
him with shining eyes.
"This letter? I haven't opened it." And she had added
deliberately, as if she wished him to question her: "I've
left it in my room in the tower, since this afternoon when
it came."
"But why?"
"Because. . . . Some day I'll tell you, Lewis. Not now.
I'm happy to-night just talking to you."
Again, as the scene drifted through his mind, there was
a gap in Lewis's recollection, and soon he and Ballater
were breakfasting together, Ballater saying: "You didn't
seem to enjoy the party last night?"
"What on earth makes you say that?"
"I thought you were feeling rather out of it. You clung
to Julie as if you were afraid to speak to anyone else. And
the amusing thing was that she let you. She's a minx that
girl." Ballater rose from the table and began to fill his pipe.
A good-humoured grin spread over his face and his eyes
shone. "I suppose she thought she'd annoy me and that
Fd come running to her this morning. As a matter of fact
I had intended to take her out in my car to Goof's and
to do some sketching with her. But 111 give her a lesson.
I'll go to the Huis ten Borgh alone. And when she asks
where I am, don't you tell her."
"D'you know," he said later as he climbed into his car,
*'I don't wonder the Baroness married her off young. She
must have been the devil in this place."
^ Lewis smiled. "I'm sorry for the Baroness," he said.
"The ex-governess living in the Castle—she must have
had a fight to keep her end up."
"Sorry for her!" Ballater exclaimed, his hands on the

